
SOME ODD STORIES.

ADVENTURES AND INCIDENTS FAR

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

The UtiRGCfiiintuble Mutiny on the Amer-
ican Ship Mohawk Overpowered and
Set Adrift In an Open llout - The Ktorm
and the Vlalon of the Shipwreck.

ICopjrlifhl, I8!B. by AtMrlOM Press ABsnela- -
llnn.i

Ever) body MMttbtfl the inyctprions
end nnnpUUnw) dlMppcwunt of the full
ringed Aiiipricnn ship Mnhinvk that. mUimI
from China, with a cargo of tea
conaigued to New- - York dealers. It Is
known there was a mutiny and that Cap-
tain Oroya and some of the crew were cast
adrift In an opm boat by the rebellious
sailors, but there is a portion of th cap-
tain's story that has DflTM before appeared
in print. I had a long talk wilh the old
skipper a few days ago, and lie told nie of
the whole si range atlair from beginning to
end, giving me liberty to publish It if I
Wtstasd, 1 found it interest ing, and it. may
Interest others.

The Mohawk's erew was a motley collec-
tion of various nationalities, such as every
captain who follows the high seas is forced
to accept in these da.-- . hut they seemed
willing and capable; ami, as the pay was

HIS DEFENSE,

satisfactory and the feed unusually good,
the captain did not apprehend any serious
trouble. To thisday he is unable to explain
the cause of the mutiny, but he is inclined
to think there was a spell cast on the ship
by a beggar who was driven from Iter deck
as she lay in Foo-Cho- and that she sailed
from that port under an evil star. All
sailors are more or less swperstitiouB.

The Mohawk was well down t lie Indian
ocean when the mutiny occurred, and it
came without the least warning, like a
thunderclap from a clear sky. One of the
men, a Lascar, refused point blank to go
aloft, and when the first mate attempted
to lay hands on the fellow he gave a cry
that brought two thirds of the sailors rush
ing to his side. Then he defied captain or
mate to lay a hand on mm.

"Mutinyl" cried Captain Cross, starting
for his cabin, where he kept a line r

rifle.
Although shocked by the suddenness of

the affair, he was not stunned, and he
meant to make a stiff fight, but two of the
rebellious crew intercepted and grappled
wilh him. Ay he struggled with the men.
both of whom were powerful fellows, he
saw the Hist mate fighting fiercely in the
midst of the mutineers. The others of the
crew who were not in the plot had fallen
back to the rail, all of them appearing
frightened and undecided. The skipper
roared at them to pitch in and fight for
their fives, but oven that was not enough
to arouse t hem.

The struggle was brief, resulting in the
complete conquering of the captain, first
mate anil t hose of the crew who were not in
the plot, for plot it plainly was. The leader
of the mutineers was a dark faced man
named Delaro, in whose veins there ran the
mingled blood of at least three races. He
wus a sullen, silent man, but an efficient
sailor, and Captain Cross had never for a
moment dreamed he would head a rebel-
lion.

"What do you mean to do with usf" de-

manded the skipper after he had discover-
ed commands and threats were wasted.

"Wait," said Delaro, who was standing
guard, a loaded musket in his hands.
"Don't git in hurry. You find out soon."

"I warn you that I will hunt you down
and bring you to justice for this," grated
the furious but helpless captain. "You
will not escape."

Delaro sneered. "That's all you know.
We not fools to sail the seas. Pirates all
gone. Ship worth money; cargo worth
money. I know how to git money. Then
you find us. e be scattered everywhere.

The captain tried to convince him he
would find it impossible to dispose of the
Mohawk or her cargo, but the chief of the
mutineers expressed his scorn by looks and
grunts. A boat was quickly loaded with
"salt grub," two casks of water being
added, after which she was lowered from
the davits and the overpowered sailors
forced to descend into her. Then the mu-
tineers aimed their firearms at the unfor-
tunates and sent a few bullets "chugging'
into the water about the boat as the ship
sailed away.

The men in the boat watched her until
she was hull down against the horizon, and
Captain Cross seemed to arouse himself
with an effort.

"Men," he said soberly, "there is a group
of small islands to the westward, aud I pro-
pose we make for them, as, if I am not mis
taken, a storm is brewing. We do not want
to be on the sea in this boat if a heavy blow
arises."

They got out the oars and pulled away
to the west. It was near sundown wheu
they ran through the jagged reef that sur-
rounded a beautiful little island, and they
were scarcely ashore when the storm that
had been threatening for long hours came
swirling down upon them with appalling
suddenness. Darkness flung Itself over the
sea with the vanishing of the sun, and all
that wild night they crouched iu the lee of
a huge overhanging bluff, while the wind
roared, the surf thundered over the reef
the murk was sundered by jagged light
ning, aud the earth fairly reeled at each
peal of thunder. The rain literally fell iu
a flood.

Toward morning the Heiteuess of the
storm lessened, and as a muddy brown
streak showed in the east the fury of the
tempest swept on and was gone. Still the
breakers boomed over the reef in a white
mass of foam that leaped up iu a vain at
tempt to brush the sullen mass of ragged
clouds that hung low over the face of the
ocean.

All at once one of the men leaped up,
fairly screaming:

"Look, look, a Bhipt"
They all looked in the direction indicated,

aud the distinctly saw a dismasted shit
driving toward the reef, seeming perfectly
helpless to avert her doom. Evidently she
had been disabled and nearly wrecked in
the terrible storm, aud the work of disaster
was to be completed on the relentless reef.

"It's the Mohawk!" shouted Captalu
Crass. "I know her for all that has bap
peuedl She's flying a signal of distress!
Why don't the men take to the boater
She'll surely go to pieces on the reef!"

Now the mutineers could be distinctly
seen rushing about wildly, aud it soon be-

came evident they had uo boats to launch,
probably having been deprived of them in
the hurricane. Then Captain Cross and
his companions rushed down to the shore
and shoved their boat Into the water in
the teeth of the heavy sea, a thing they
uould not have joompliehed but, foj; tbe

fact Vhal The reef 1rdke The force of the i

waves lu a measure. for all of what had
happened, the skipper and seamen resolved
to render such assistance CO tbe imperiled
mutineers as lay in their iwwer.

As the boat ran (Hit from the Island tbe
ship named to st tike a reef, and the shrieks

the men aboard her were plainly heard.
The captain and his men all pulled to the
best of their ability, aud as they approached
they saw the ship go to pieces before their
ejes Still they pulled, hoping to lie able
to pick up some of the unfortunate wretches
who were aboard the doomed craft.
Through the leaden mists of daffn they
saw the luckless mutineers struggling In
the water. And then, all at once, as the
clouds In the east broke nway and a ray of
rose colored light shot through aud fell on
the boiling water about the reef, neither
ship nor men were to be seen. In a single
moment all had vanished, and only the
wild waves roared and foamed and belched
over the reef.

Captain Cross and his companions were
stunned. In vain they cruised about the
spot, hoping to see a timber, a spar, som-
ethinganything that would tell them it
had not all been a hallucination. They
saw nothing. The clouds parted in the
east, and the morning sun shone through
beore they rowed back to the island. And
not a body nor one piece of timber did the
water throw up on the beach, although
they watched for something of the kind
the entire day. Not until the coming of
another night could they agree they had
been deceived by a vision, a delusion a
mystery (if the sea. Then they decided the
Mohaw k had not driven on the reef at all,
for it was impossible that every piece of
the ship and every one of the men aboard
her should have sunk like lead and no relic
been tossed up by the waves that beat on
the sandy island hnarh.

Ilut what became of the Mohawk? That
is n question unanswered to this day, for
no trace of her has ever been discovered.
No sailor believes her yet afloat, and still
no sailor seems to know in what part of the
great deep her bones lie buried. And not
one of the mutineers has Captain Cross
confronted since the day he was cast adrift
in the open boat, with a few faithful follow
ers, v

Two days after the storm he was taken
from the island by an American vessel, be
ing eventunlly landed In Baltimore. It
was agreed among the men that no men
tion should be made of the visionary ship-
wreck they fancied they witnessed until at
least two years had passed or the lost Mo-
hawk was discovered. That was more than
two years ago.

A Boaster Cured.
Reuben Dean lives in the rather sleepy

little town of li in the state of New Jer-
sey, and he has acquired the unenviable
reputation of being an unblushing liar and
boaster. Up to one night about two weeks
ago he missed no opportunity to bore some-
body wilh a tale of some terrific adventure
through which he had passed, taking care
to depict himself as the fearless hero of
each bloodcurdling episode. He declared
he did not believe in spirits other than those
to be found at the bar of the village tavern,
and he professed to hold in the greatest con-
tempt any one who feared ghosts or the su-
pernatural.

Reuben lived about a mile and a half
outside of the village, and it was his cus-
tom each night after supper to hitch his
scrawny old white horse into his wobbly
wagon and ride down to the "howtel,"
where he was certain to meet his cronies
and spend au hour or two romancing and
bragging. Through the day he" kept the
White horse out to pasture, aud one night
he found the animal had knocked out sev-
eral lengths of the staggering fence and
escaped from confinement. If be spent
much time to search for the horse, he would
not get into town in time to hobnob with
his set, so he started out afoot, satisfied the
horse would not go far and no one would
steal him.

Just outside the village is the cemetery,
which Reuben passed every night. This
eveniug, some time before he canie to the
cemetery, he fell lu with two men of the
place, who were on their way to the post of
flee. As the three trudged along the sub-
ject of ghosts happened to come up, and
one of the men remarked that old Mother
Carey, who had the reputation of being a
witch, had been buried that day.

"Wa-al,- " drawled Reuben as he took a
huge chew of tobacco, "1 s'pose folks'll be
seeiu spooks 'raound the graveyard naow
she's hurried there. Such foolishness makes
me sick, by gosh! They hain't no such
thing as spooks aud if there was they'd
never skeer me."

Immediately one of his companions chal-
lenged hiin to cut across the cemetery with
them. At first he tried to get out of It,
but their laughter caused him to conseut,
and he scaled the fence, telling them to
follow.

They had not proceeded far amid the
white tombstones, where the darkness was
gathering thickly, before one of the men
said the newmade grave of the old witch
was just ahead. At that instant a loud
"woosh" came out of the shadows, aud
then up before the trio rose a huge white
figure that looked grotesque aud terrible
amid the murky shadows.

A wild yell of horror pealed from the
Hps of Keuben Dean, and he promptly
whirled aud fled for his life. He hadn't
made more than six leaps before he fell
floundering into a newly excavated grave,
where he lay groaning:

"Don't touch me, Mrs. Carey! I'd never
said it if I'd thought! I didn't mean any-
thing! Oh, Lord! Don't touch me, good
Mrs. Ghost!"

Iu about three minutes the other two
men came along and pulled him out of the
grave, one of them saying with the utmost
contempt:

"Get up here, you fool! Shut up your
whining! Here's your ghost, and I advise
you to take It home."

Theu Reuben saw before him hisown old
white horse, which one of his companions
had captured without a struggle. It took
him about Ave minutes to get the thing
through his head, and then he took the
horse by the mane and led it home. Since
then he sneaks into the village surrepti-
tiously and gets out as soon as possible, but
somebody is sure to see him and ask him
about that "ghost." He has quit boasting,
and it Is hoped he is cured.

Gn.nKUT Patten.
A Beauty Course.

Several Yiennese physicians have made a
specialty of woman culture. One of them,
a Dr. Robert Fischer, says that his practice
of this sort is so great that the days are
not loug enough. Continues this frank
speaker: "Numbers of mothers put their
daughters through a whole course of n

when they are iu the marriage
market, That's the time when tbe most
elaborate reparations of the human form
are ordered and undertaken. I have a great
d"al more to do in the spring and full than
for the most fashionable balls of the year."

He Ueplenlshed the I n,
Ernaultou of Spain possessed wonderful

strength. On Christmas day, 1888, Wing
with several nobles In the upper rooms of a
castle, the host complained of the Are burn-
ing low. Hearing this, Emaulton, who
had seen through the window some assua
going by laden with wood, went out, seized
one of the asses, aud sw iuging it, together
with its burden, upou his shoulder mount-
ed 24 steps to the room where the nobles
were and playfully threw wood and ass ou
the lire. Cincinnati Commercial Gazette.

A m. i He

Mrs. CaiiMtique (with ritfid severity)
What I don't underbtand, Mrs. Parvuoo,

why you should have named your sum-
mer cottage "Feruhurst-by-the-Iliveniide-

wheu there isn't a stream of water within
10 mile. '

Mrs. Parvuoo (wiih equal aeverity) My
husband intends to have a river pat
through the premises at once. Chicago
Record.
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GEMS IN VERSE.
A Pernlan Toem.

"Tell ine, (fpntle traveler, thou
Who hnut wandered far aud wide,

Heen the nweete'-- t row blow
And the brightest river glide

Say, of all thine eyes have seen,
Which the fairest land han been?"

"Ia1y, shall I tell thee where
Nature seem mrmt blest and fair,
Far atnjve all climes beside?
TIs where thoae we love abide.
And that llttlu spot Is bent
Which the loved one's foot hath pressed,
Thonh It be a fairy space.
Wide ami threading is the place;
Though Mw but a barren mound,
'Twould become enchanted ground.
With (life, ym sandy waste would seem
Tbe margin of Al C'awthar's stream,
And thou oi midst make a dungeon's gloom
A iKiwer where newlrorn roses bloom."

Jewish Messenger.

In Bohemia.
I'd rather live in llohemlathan any other land,
Fnr only there are tht vhIuch true,
And the laurels gathered in all men's view;
The priKCH of traffic and state are won
By shrewd new of force or by deeds undone.
Hnt fame is sweeter without the feud.
And the wlt-- of Hohemia are never shrewd.
Here pilgrims stream, with a faith sublime.
From every class and clime and time,
Aspiring only to be enrolled
With th Tinmes thst are writ In the book of

gold.
And each one hear in mind or hsnd
A )alin of the dear Hnhcinla land.
A scholar first with his Imok - a ynuth
Aflame with the glory of harvested truth,
A girl w ith a picture, a man with a play,
A boy with a wolf lie has modeled in clay,
A smith with o marveloub hilt and swurd,
A player, a king, a plowman, a lord-A- nd

the player Iskingwhen the door passed,
The plowman is crow ned, and the lord is lastl
IM rather fail In Bohemia than win In another

laud.
There are no titles inherited there.
No hoard or hope for the brainless heir.
No gilded duilftrd native born
To st aire at hi fellow with leaden scorn.
Hohemia Ijiih none hut adopted sons;
Its limits, where fancy's bright stream runs;
Its honors, not garnered for thrift or trade.
But for truth and beauty ttMtt'a eotUfl have

made.
To the empty heart in a Jeweled breast
There is value maybe iu a purchahed crest;
Hut the thirsty of soul soon learn to know
The molstless froth of the social show;
The vulgar Mham of the pompous foast,
Where the heaviest purse in the highest priest:
The organized charity bcrimped and iced.
In the name of acautious, statistical Christ;
The smile restrained, the respectable cant.
When a friend In need is a friend in want;
Wheu the only aim Is to keep afloat
And a brother may drown with aery in his

throat.
Oh, I long for a glow of a kindly heart.
And the grasp of a friendly hand.
And I'd rather live in Bohemia than in any

other land.
John Boylo O'Reilly.

The Weather.
Us farmers in the country, as seasons go and

come.
Is purty much like other folks we're apt to

grumble some!
The spring's too back'ard fer us er too forward

ary one
We'll jaw about it anyhow and hare our way

er nonel
The thaw's set in too sudden t, er the frost's

staid In the soli
Too long to giv e the w heat a chance, and crops

Is bound to spoil!
The weather's either most too mild er too out-

rageous rough.
And altogether too much rain er not half rain

enough!

Now what I'd like and what you'd like is plain
enough to see;

It's Jest to have old Irovldeuce drop round on
you and me

And ast uh What our viewa la first regardln
shine er rain

And post 'em when to shet or off er let er on
again I

And yit I'd ruther, ufter all uonsiderln other
chores

I got on hands, both to my afTairsHiid
yours

I'd ruther miss the blame I'd git things
up more

And spend my extry time in praUe and grati-
tude and prayer.

James Whitcomb Riley.

Itapltl Transit.
Tbe first train leaves at six p. m.

For the land w hero the poppy blowB.
The mother dear tl the engineer,

Ajid the passenger laughs and crows.

The palace car is the mother's arms;
The whistle a low, sweet strain.

The passenger winks and notlH and blink1)
And goes to sleep on the train.

At eight p. m. the next train starts
For the ioppy land afar.

The summons clear fails on the ear,
"All aboard for the sleeping carl"

But what is the fare to poppy land?
I hope it Is not too dear.

The fare is this a hug and a kiss.
And It's paid to the engineer.

So I ask of Htm who children took
On His km r in kindness great:

"Take charge, I pray, of the trains each day
That leave at six and eight.

"Keep watch on the passengers," thus I
pray,

"For to me they are very dear;
And special ward, O gracious Lord,

O'er the gentle engineer."
tit. Louis

Charity.
He who sits

And looks out on the palpitating world
And feels his heart swell in him large enough
Te hold all men within It, he is near
His great Creator's standard, though he dwells
Outside the pale of churches and knows not
A feast day from a fast day, or a line
Of Scripture even. What God wants of us
Is that outreachtng bigness that ignores
AU littleness of ai ms or loves or creeds
And clasps at) earth aud heaven inllsembrace.

- Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

A Kclp For a Day.
Take a little dash of wjter cold,

And a little leaven of prayer.
And a little bit of sunshine gold

Dissolved in the morning air.

Add to your meal some merriment.
Add a thought for kith and kin.

And then, as a prime lugredient,
A plenty of work thrown In.

But spice it all with the essence of love
And a little whin of play

Let a wise old book and a glance above
Complete the well spent day.

Housekeeper.

Uislllualoumeut.
The cooling draft your fancy craved

Slips tasteless down youreager throat;
The singer over whom you raved

Utves out a hoarse and raucous note;
The pile, to have w lifch you would fret,

Taatea bitter to your pulale still;
The kit- you hungered so to get

Gave you no fascinating thrill;
The moment which seemed best to you

When realized seemed all too tame
And the happiest hours you ever knew

Were the hours that never came.
Chicago News-Recor-d.

Duty.
And rank for her meant duty, various.
Vet euuul in ltr worth, done worthily.
Command was service. Humblest servlcedor
By willing an' discerning souls was glory

- George KJkt

HONOLULU IRON WORKS,

SlKAM BNOINM B0OAI Mills, Uoii.eks

t'ooi.F.Ks. Iron, Hkass, and Lead
Castings.

Machinery of Every Description Made to

Order. Particular attention paid to Ships

Blacksrnithing. Job work executed at Short

Notice.

WHY

(General JUbcitiscmcnta

YOU

WANT

NEWSPAPER IS

A every person in

woman or child

the community man,

who is able to read and

who desires to keep in touch with the spirit of this

progressive age and wishes to be posted as to events

of interest which are continually happening at home

and abroad, on land and sea."

The Star is a new paper and has introduced

Californian methods of journalism into Hawaii, where,

before its advent, the Massachusetts newspaper tra-

ditions of 1824 held sway. It has three prime objects:

To support the cause of Annexation of Hawaii

to the United States and assist all other movements,

political, social or religious, which are of benefit to

these Islands and their people.

To print all the news of its parish without fear

or favor, telling what goes on with freshness and

accuracy, suppressing nothing which the public has

the right to know.

To make itself indispensable to the family circle

by a wise selection of miscellaneous reading matter.

" "!

A to

As a commentator the Star has never been

accused of unworthy motives.

As a the Star has left no field of local

interest

As a friend of good government the Star has

been instant in service and quick to reach results.

As an medium the Star, from the

week of its birth, has been able to reach the best

classes of on all the Islands.
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HARDWARE, Builders and General,

always up to the times in quality, styles and prices.

Plantations Supplies,
a full assortment to suit the various demands.

Steel Plows,
made expressly for Island work with extra parts.

CULTIVATORS' CANE KNIVES.

Agricultural Implements,
1 ,es, Shovxls, Mattocks, etc,, etc.

Carpenters', Blacksmiths'
and Machinists' Tools,

Screw Plates, Taps and Dies, Twist Drills,
Paints and Oils, Brushes, Glass,

Asbestos Hair Felt and Felt Mixture.
Blakes' Steam Pumps,

Weston's Centrifugals.

SEWING MACHINES.
Wilcox & Gibbs, and Remington.

Lubricating Oils, ,n vmmm
General Merchandise,

it is not possible to list everything we have; if there is anything
you want, come and ask for it, you will be politely treated.

No trouble to show goods.

HENRY DAVIS & Co.,
5a Fort Street, Honolulu, H. L

GROCERS AND PROVISION DEALERS

Purveyors to the United States Navy

Coffee

and Provisioners War Vessels.

FAMILY GROCERIES, TABLE LUXURIES. ICE HOUSE DELICACIES

Roasters

Island Produce a Specialty
FRESH BUTTER and EGGS.

We are Agents and First Handlers of Maui Potatoes,

AND SELL AT LOWEST MARKET RATES.

P, Box jot;. Both Telephones Number 130.

For the
Nature's Grandest "Wonder.

IS BY

of

O.

3

and Tea Dealers.

Volcano

THE

HILO:

Days,

The Popular and Scenic Rout

Wilder's Steamship Company's

At STEAMER KINAU,
Fitted with Electric Light, Electric Bells, Courteous and Attentive Service

VIA

Ttie Kinau Leaves Honolulu Every

TUESDAYS AND FRIDAYS,
Arriving at Hilo Thursday and unday Morning s

From I lilo lo the Volcano 30 Miles,

Passengers are Conveyed in Carriages,

Over a Sim knuid MACADAMIZED Road, running most of the
way through a Dense Tiopital Forest a ride alone worth the
trip.

ABSENT FROM HONOLULU 7 DAYS!

1 TICKET S,d
Including All Expenses,

For the Round Trip, : : Fifty Dollars.
For Further Information, Call at thk Office,

Corner Fort and Queen Streets.


